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The merry Maid of Middle ſer. 
O R, 

A pretty Song made by a pretty Maid, 
Which Bad ſeven — A her cle ſo ſaid, 

And yet (poor ſoul) ſhe hath been ſtrangely croſt, 
And through her Mothers means, her Sweet. heart's loſt : 
But yet ſhe is reſolved in this Sonnet, 

To have a Husband, whatſoer'e comes on it. 


To adilicate Northern Tune : Or, The Maid that loft ber way. 


I T was not long agone Seven Suitozs in one day, 
ſince Cupid with his Dart, unto me came a wwing, 
Shot through my tender skin, $6 And every one of them would 
and p2zickt uy love-ſick heart $# fain with me be doing: 
Ind ſince that deſprate time, t Firſt Will the Weaver came 

I am ſo love-fick grown, 70 With Silks & Kibonds brave, 
' neither can nor will de Ind out of his pure love, 


no er lys alone: theſe Tokens to me gave, 
Let Fa angry be? | Let Father fret and frown, &c. 
let mother brawl, and chide, Se full many a honied kiſte 
A Husband I will have, the Weaver did me give, 

what ever me betide, d Which was enough to make 
It is well known that J $8 a dping Maid to live? 

am fifteen years of oge, But yefmy Parents would 
Pet live as weary alife, - Be „nat give me their conſent, 

as a Bird pen'd ina Cage. That J ſhould marry with him, 
Therefoze Poung-men A pray, Dey which makes me to lament. 

give eare unto my Song. But now let Father frown, 


And yon Hall know in what, AS ler Mother brawl, and chide, 
my Parents vid me wrong: + A Husband I will have 
But now let Father frown, &c. V bat ever me betide. 
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The · ſecond part, to the ſame 


Exe Tom the Tayloz trim, There came a bonny Lad, 
he brought me 4 brave new] a Uintner neat and fine, 
Ind wöld have gave itme (gown| And in his hand he brought 
for to have laid me down, a bottle of Mus kadine, 
My Mother ftandind by, Ind bad me foz to drink 
r — — — 2 as in as J could pull: 
whereby e my gown] Foz an intent 
and ſweet - , woe is me. to fill my belly full : 
But now let Father frown, At which my Mother ſhe 
let Mother braw! and chide : began to frown and chide, 
A Husband I will have, Vet I will have a Husband 
what ever me betide, what ever me betido. 
Then Sam the Sho-maker I nimble Tapfter next 
brought me a pair of hwes | gave me a gay gold Ring, 
To fit my pꝛetty feet Ind promiſed to beſtow 
as he did often uſe : on me a better thing: 
But at the drawing on But in the bringing he 
his hand by chante did lip, | hadwondrous ill luck, | 
Which made my Mother ver, | Dy Mother the did chance to ſee 
and ſozely bite the Lip, | and would not let us truck. 
But now let Father greive, c. But now let Father frown, &c. 
George Glover he gave me Then came a noble Spark, 
a pair of dainty Gloves, a Souldier ſtout and bold, 
Such as your braveftBatchlozs | Ind quickly caft into mp lap 
do uſe to give their Loves; | full ſevenſcoze pound in gold 
And therewithal kind heart, O he was a brave Poung-man, 
he kiſt me tenderly : I lob'd him as mp lite: 
And then my Mother ſhe did ſon vet my Mother the would not 
break up our company. now let me be his Wife, 


But now let Father angery be,8&c. ' But now let Father frown, &c. 
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Tune. 


| The Cobler he pz fal, 
fell ick and nieds muſt dye, 
Except my Love would grant 
him love, as a remedy : 
e 
you , 
Befoze you ſhall my Daughter 
Ale \@ you ſoundly whipt, 
But now let Father frown, &c. 


1 Maiden⸗ head it is a load 
te heavy foz me to carry; 
Therefoze A will make all t he 
that ever J canto marry, (ſped 
No matter fo2 his wealth 
ns2 Trade, what er'e4t be, 
Foz J will dearly-love the Man 
if he could fancy me. 
So now you know my mind. 
although my Mother chide, 
A Hus band I muſt have, 
what ever me betide. 


FINIS. 
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